SUNNY EYE

Sun is the signal, if one has the vision

Poetry is the eye, which can listen to

The natural sceneroic tongue and the oceanic tumult

Undauntedness is the poetry

If one has the view, sun is the eye

Every generation translates the natural signals

Into letter-figures of contemporary poetry

For ancient man sun is the God

Still he is moving in our blood

Morning sun is the ornamental beauty spot

On the forehead of yester-generation

Sun is the eternal burning ball

Forming the centre for different signals

And the symbolic expression of morning echo and surge

Morning in my generation's liberation poetry

Gang rape on humanity at every night fall

By the masked democratic forces

In people's protective attire

The bleeding sun limping on the morning sky

No dawn of equality was dreamt yet

The striving human effort yielding nothing

The blood-stained cloth remaining

Still the hopeful shelter of the poor

In my generation's liberation poetry

The stirring struggles of sea currents

The injured every rising dawn emerging from the gale

In the name of conflict, beheaded youth
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